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INTRODUCTION,

MANY of the dear children into whose hands this

book will fall may have joined in singing the

hymn—

“There's a rest for little children

Above the bright blue sky;”

and as their tongues may have given expression

to the “rest,” the “song,” the “crown,” and

the other glories of the home above, their little

hearts may have swelled with the earnest desire

to share in its happiness, and to taste its plea

SureS.

Some may have felt this, knowing that it is all

for them, because they have believed in Jesus. It

is to these dear little ones more especially that

this little book is addressed, by one who loves

them, and who is desirous that they may, even

now, enter into what God has provided for them

“Above the bright blue sky;”

and that they may have sweet foretastes of its

blessedness.

Some may have sung the hymn who cannot say

that the happy “rest” shall be theirs, because

they are not believers in the Lord Jesus Christ.

Oh see, dear child, what you are in danger of losing,
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and losing for ever ! Think of that May the

Lord bless the reading of these pages to your

soul. Then we shall all meet

“Above the bright blue sky;”

to be happy for ever, according to another little

hymn you may have also sung—

Shall we meet at last—

Meet in the glory?

Sin and woe overpast,

Safe in the glory P

Yes, if to Christ all fly,

Yes, if to God brought nigh,

Then all may sweetly cry—

Abba, our Father!

Then shall all meet again—

Meet in the glory;

Far from sin, toil, and pain,

Safe in the glory;

Oh then to Christ repair,

All, all are welcomed there,

And heaven's bright glory share,

Ever, and ever.



ABOVE THE BRIGHT BLUE SKY.

“ ABOVE THE BRIGHT BLUE SKY.”

“EYE hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither have entered

into the heart of man the things which God hath prepared

for them that love Him: but God hath revealed them

unto us by His Spirit.”—1 Cor. ii. 9, 10.

There’s a rest for little children,

Above the bright blue sky,

Who love the blessed Saviour,

And “Abba, Father,” cry;

A rest from every turmoil,

From sin and danger free; "

Where every little pilgrim

Shall rest eternally.

There's a home for little children,

Above the bright blue sky;

Where Jesus reigns in glory,

A home of peace and joy.

No home on earth is like it,

Or can with it compare;

For every one is happy,

Nor could be happier there.

There’s a Friend for little children,

Above the bright blue sky;

A Friend who never changeth,

Whose love can never die.
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Unlike our friends by nature,

Who change with changing years,

This Friend is always worthy

The precious name He bears.

There’s a crown for little children,

Above the bright blue sky;

And all who look for Jesus

Shall wear it by and by.

A crown of brightest glory,

Which He will then bestow

On all who've found His favour,

And loved His name below.

There’s a song for little children,

Above the bright blue sky—

A song that will not weary,

Though sung continually:

A song which even angels

Can never, never sing;

They know not Christ as Saviour,

But worship Him as King.

There's a robe for little children,

Above the bright blue sky;

And a harp of sweetest music,

And a palm of victory.

All, all above is treasured,

And found in Christ alone;

Oh, come, dear little children,

That all may be your own
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THE BEAUTIFUL HOME ABOVE.

THERE's a beautiful river above,

That flows from the midst of the throne;

Whose surface no tempests disturb,

Unruffled it sweetly glides on.

There’s a beautiful city above,

With walls decked with jewels so rare,

With streets of pure, bright, shining gold,

With which nothing on earth can compare.

There are beautiful mansions above,

Prepared by the Saviour, for those

Who look for salvation to Him,

And on Himself only repose.

There's a beautiful anthem above,

Which the glorified ever shall sing;

Whose notes as they swell through the heavens,

Sweet praise to the Saviour shall bring.

There are beautiful angels above,

Surrounding the throne of the Lamb,

Whose service, blest service, it is,

To worship unceasing His name.

And all these bright, beautiful things,

And more than the heart can conceive,

Are offered by God in His love,

To all who on Jesus believe.
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THE HOME OF LIFE.

“THE home of life and where can that be 2'' I

imagine some dear little child exclaiming. Well,

well, let us try and find out where it is, and not

only where it is, but whether it is possible for us

ever to get there; and if so, how we may reach it;

for it would be a very sorrowful thing for us to

know that there was such a happy place, and to be

in doubt whether we could ever enjoy it.

Now, dear child, you know full well where this

home of life is not, don't you? It is not your own

home, is it? happy though that may be. For it

is even possible that you may have seen death in

it yourself; or if not, you may have heard your

dear parents speak about the death of your brother,

or sister, or friends. Ah, it cannot be the home

of life where death is; can it be, dear child?

And what is true of your own home, is true

in this respect of all other homes. Palaces and

hovels are alike in this. They are homes of death.

And what makes them so? Can you tell me? Yes,

I think I hear you say, “Sin.” It is sin, dear child.

And where is there a spot on earth where sin is

not? Nowhere. And because it is a sinful world

it is a dying world. “Sin entered into the world,

and death by sin.” (Rom. v. 12.)

But I want to tell you of the home of life. Now,

as the presence of sin is death, so the absence of

sin is life; and where is there the total absence
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of sin 2 Nowhere but in heaven. Well, then,

heaven is the home of life. Oh, I cannot tell you

all that is included in this. No sin, no sorrow, no

death, no crying, no pain, no darkness, no night!

All, all happy, blissful, and purel

And now let me tell you who lives in this home

of life. Happy angels bask in its ceaseless sun

shine, and wait upon its King, the “Lord of hosts.”

Countless myriads of holy beings worship around

its throne; but above all, Jesus is there, and He is

“the Life.” (John xiv. 6.) There grows the “tree

of life,” and there streams the “water of life.”

Oh, what a happy, happy place' is it not?

“But can I ever hope to be there?” I think I

hear some dear little child say.

Yes, it is a place prepared—that is, made ready

—for—whom do you think? The rich?—ah!

then the poor would be excluded. The great and

the learned ?—ah! then children and the untaught

could not enter it. No, it is on one condition only

that it can be gained, and that is to have life in

Christ; or, in other words, to believe in the Lord

Jesus Christ; for having life in Christ here, it

connects us with the home of life above, whither

that life tends, and where it will soon rest. And

many, many dear children have this life; that is,

they believe in Jesus. Do you, dear reader?

And now let me tell you how this home of life

is to be reached; for we are as yet in the body.

Some reach it by falling asleep in Jesus. But the

apostle Paul, speaking by the Holy Ghost, says,
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“We shall not all sleep” (1 Cor. xv. 51), and tells

us of “those who are Christ's at His coming.” (v.

23.) This is the hope of the Christian—that

Jesus Himself will come for him, according to His

own words: “I will come again, and receive you

unto myself; that where I am, there ye may be

also.” (John xiv. 3.) Oh, how blessed to be taken

to the home of life by the “Prince of Life!” And

so it shall be with all of us who love Him, who

are alive at His coming.

And now let me ask you, dear young reader, are

you a believer in the Lord Jesus Christ? Do you

love Him, and trust in Him? If you do not, you

are still “dead in sins” (Eph. ii. 5), and remain

ing so, can never enter into the home of life. But

oh, if you do love Jesus, or rather, are loved by

Him, that blessed home is your home. Life now,

and life everlasting, is yours. “Because he lives,

ye shall live also.” (John xiv. 19.)

THE HAPPY LAND ABOVE.

THERE's a Father above in that happy land,

A Father who smiles on me;

And I join my song

With the ransomed throng,

To the Father who smiles on me.
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There’s a Saviour above in that happy land,

A Saviour who died for me;

And I love to extol

My Deliverer from thrall,

My Saviour who died for me.

There’s a harp above in that happy land,

A harp that is tuned for me;

And with it I’ll laud

My Saviour and God,

With the harp that is tuned for me.

There’s a song above in that happy land,

A song that is set for me;

And I soon shall join,

In the strains divine,

Of the song that is set for me.

THE HOME OF REST.

Do you know, dear child, what it is to be weary 2

Weary, by being tossed upon the bed of affliction

and pain? Weary, by the length of your frequent

journeys 2 Weary, by expecting what, perhaps,

you may never obtain 2 Weary, by your continual

labour and toil? Or, best of all, weary of the

so-called pleasures of this world 2 A sense of

weariness, arising from one or the other of these

causes, you have doubtless felt. And if so, your

mind has been opened in some sort to appreciate
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rest. This, to a certain extent, you might have

enjoyed for a time, but only to be weary again.

The rest of to-day may strengthen you for to

morrow's journey or toil; but weariness will

most assuredly overtake you again, and set you

once more longing for rest. Even as we eat, and

are again hungry—drink, and are again thirsty.

And the blessed Lord Jesus knows these rest

less feelings in men; and hence He addresses them,

“Come unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy

laden, and I will give you rest.” (Matt. xi. 28.)

And, again, to those who have accepted of His

rest, He continues, “Take my yoke upon you,

and learn of me; for I am meek and lowly in

heart: and ye shall find rest unto your souls.”

(v. 29.)

Here you see, dear children, it is soul-rest of

which the Lord is speaking—“rest to your souls.”

And, oh! how much of the restlessness of man is

occasioned by the disquietude of the soul! And

how much more painful is the troubled soul than

the tired body! This is expressed in the Scripture,

“The spirit of a man will sustain his infirmity;

but a wounded spirit who can bear?” (Prov.

xviii. 14.) Ah! who can, dear child? Even the

Lord Jesus, who knew no sin, when undergoing

the punishment which the weight of man's sin en

tailed upon Him, cried, in the bitterness of His

soul, “My strength is dried up like a potsherd;

and my tongue cleaveth to my jaws; and thou

hast brought me into the dust of death.” (Ps.
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xxii. 15.) And again, “Reproach hath broken

my heart: and I am full of heaviness.” (Ps. lxix.

20.)

But it is all over now. Jesus has finished the

work. The travail of His soul is completed; and

He is set down at the right hand of the majesty

on high ; resting in the sweet consciousness of

having glorified His Father upon the earth. And

now He offers to the labouring and heavy laden,

for none but they could appreciate it, a blessed

rest—a rest from sin, and rest in God—a rest

from self, and rest in His precious love. Oh, are

you thus conscious of needing what Jesus can

alone supply? If so, He waits to be gracious.

But some of you have accepted of this rest,

that is, of salvation in Jesus; and you He would

have to be daily finding rest. And how 2 By

learning of Jesus. “Learn of me,” says Jesus,

“for I am meek and lowly in heart, and ye shall

find rest.” Oh yes, dear young Christian, if you

would find rest, learn of Jesus. If you would be

tranquil in spirit, learn of Jesus. “Put on, as

the elect of God, holy and beloved, bowels of mer

cies, kindness, humbleness of mind, meekness,

long-suffering ; forbearing one another, and for

giving one another;” or, in other words, learn of

Jesus, and ye shall find rest to your souls. And,

mark you, it is not body-rest, but soul-rest which

is here promised. It may be that some of your

poor bodies may be still racked with pain; and

Some of you may still have to labour hard for the

B
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supply of your daily need; but still you have rest

to your souls, and you can happily sing—

“Here I rest, in wonder viewing

All my sins on Jesus laid;

And a full redemption flowing,

From the sacrifice He made.”

Well, in addition to this rest to your souls, God

puts before you a home of rest above—rest for the

body as well as the soul; where, in the language

of the patriarch of old, “The wicked cease from

troubling; and the weary be at rest.” (Job iii.

17.) That blessed place to which the “sweet

singer of Israel” would fain have fled, when he

exclaimed, “Oh that I had wings like a dovel for

then would I fly away, and be at rest!” (Ps. lv. 6.)

There, where the Lord “will rejoice over thee

with joy; He will rest in His love.” (Zeph. iii. 17.)

Oh what a portion is that of the child of God!

Rest for the soul here, and rest for both body

and soul together by and by, in the sweet home

of rest above, where Jesus is at rest with God,

and where God rests in His love, and where all

those who have gone before are at rest also, “wait

ing for the adoption, to wit, the redemption of the

body.” (Rom. viii. 23.)

Dear children, may both of these rests be yours.

They go together. Seek not your rest below.

Listen to the words of God: “Arise ye, and de

part; for this is not your rest: because it is pol

luted.” (Micah ii. 10.) Those who do not know

Jesus seek their rest in this world. Knowing
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nothing of “the rest which remaineth,” they en

deavour to find in this earth, its fame or its riches,

that in which they may rest. But you know of

the blessed home of rest, where, in the midst of

the throne, is one like a Lamb which had been

slain; and you know the happy song, which, in

this home of rest, they sing continually; and

you know who they are who are singing it; and

you know why they are singing it; and, may I

not continue? you hope, some day, to be singing

it also. Well, if you would rest in glory by and

by, you must rest in Jesus now. You must rest

in that blessed One who is still saying, “Come

unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden,

and I will give you rest.”

THE SWEETEST NAME.

I AsKED a little darling child,

“Which is the sweetest name 2"

And from her lips, without a pause,

The accents Jesus came.

“And do you know,” continued I,

“One who that name doth own 2"

“I do, I do!” she sweetly said,

“He sits on heaven's bright throne.”

“And why does He,” my precious child,

“The name of Jesus bear P”

A smile at once lit up her face,

So pleasing and so fair.
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“He bears that name,” her answer was,

“Because He shed His blood

To save the wretched and the lost, *

And bring them nigh to God.

“The name my parents gave to me

Sounds pleasant to my ear;

I would not change it, for I love

My parents' name to bear.

But since I knew that Jesus died,

And suffered grief and shame

Te save my soul; beyond e'en that,

I love His precious name.”

THE HOME OF SONG.

“THE whole creation groaneth and travaileth in

pain together until now.” (Rom. viii. 22.) Such is

the estimate of the Spirit of God of what is visi

ble around. And cannot you, dear children, say,

even with your limited experience, that it is true?

Yes, there is groaning for the loss of friends,

groaning on account of sorrow, groaning because

of affliction; and groaning on account of blighted

hopes, and disappointed expectations. Ah, it is a

groaning, sorrowing creation!

And it is no marvel that man should groan,

when in the word of God we read that Jesus, at

* Matthew i. 21.
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the grave of Lazarus, “groaned in the spirit, and

was troubled.” (John xi. 33.) And again, on

another occasion, that “He sighed deeply in His

spirit.” (Mark viii. 12.) And yet again, that

“Jesus wept.” Surely every one who has a heart

to feel must groan at times at the sight of suffer

ing so continually brought before him. Even

worldlings do this.

But there is another cause on account of which

the Christian groans. And it is this, to hear the

name of Jesus blasphemed — to see His love

slighted and His gracious invitations disregarded.

Would it not grieve you, dear children, to hear

one you deeply loved insulted and ridiculed? To

be sure it would. Those we fondly love are dear

to us; and to all who love Jesus He is dear—

unspeakably dear. Hear what David says when

mocked by the ungodly, who through him were

really mocking God, whom he loved, “My tears

have been my meat day and night, while they

continually say unto me, Where is thy God?”

(Ps. xlii. 3.) And well you remember the saying

of the blessed Lord Himself, when mourning over

the unbelief of the Jewish people, and their utter

disregard of His love, and of the Father's grace—

“O Jerusalem, Jerusalem, thou that killest the

prophets, and stonest them which are sent unto

thee, how often would I have gathered thy chil

dren together, even as a hen gathereth her chickens

under her wings, and ye would not!” (Matt. xxiii.

37.) And again, in the language of His loving
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heart, He complains, “Ye will not come to me

that ye might have life.” (John v. 40.)

And so it was of old. Listen to the language

of the prophet Jeremiah: “Oh that my head were

waters, and mine eyes a fountain of tears, that I

might weep day and night for the slain of the

daughter of my people!” (Jer. ix. 1.) Not for

himself, you see, he wept, but for the misery of

others, and the consequent dishonour to God, whose

people they were. Ah, that which makes Satan

rejoice makes the child of God weep.

And there is yet another cause from which

arises the Christian's sorrow, namely, the unlovely

walk of those who profess the name of Jesus.

This it was which made Paul weep. “For many

walk,” he tells the Philippians, “ of whom I have

told you often, and now tell you even weeping,

that they are the enemies of the cross of Christ.”

(See Phil. iii. 18.) And many are the bitter tears

produced by the same cause now. See to it, dear

reader, if you are a believer in Jesus, that you do

not, by a careless, worldly walk, grieve the hearts

of those who are constantly watching over you,

and, above all, wound the heart of Jesus.

From all these causes, and many more, groans

and tears arise. Yes, it is “the night of weeping”

now, but joy will come in the morning. Oh, is it

not blessed to think that, above and beyond all

this, there is a home of song, a place of unsullied

happiness and bliss? It is indeed. But where,

oh where, shall we find it? Not on the earth. No,
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it cannot be in the world, that is under the domi

nion of sin and Satan. Before sin entered, this

earth was a home of song; for then “the morn

ing stars sang together, and all the sons of God

shouted for joy.” (Job xxxviii. 7.) But earth is

no longer a home of song, since it is defiled; it is

now “the region of the shadow of death.”

Of what place then, dear children, does the

apostle John speak, when he says, “And they sung

a new song”? And again, “And I heard harpers

harping with their harps”? You know where it

is Yes, it is of heaven he is speaking. That

blessed place which never knows a groan or sees a

tear; but, like the Father's house, of which we

read in the fifteenth chapter of Luke's Gospel, it

is ever a scene of joy and gladness—a home of

song perpetually. There, no orphan children

mourn for the loss of parents. There, no dis

appointed ones brood over blighted hopes. No

distress ever enters its blessed precincts; but notes

of praise and songs of adoration resound through

out its length and breadth continually, All are

happy there, perfectly, eternally happy; and all

derive their happiness from the same source.

Envy is unknown there, because all are alike

happy, and all are there upon the same ground;

that is, redemption. Listen to their song: “For

thou wast slain, and hast redeemed us to God by

thy blood out of every kindred, and tongue, and

people, and nation.” (Rev. v. 9.) And listen to

the reply of the elder, they “have washed their
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robes, and made them white in the blood of the

Lamb : therefore are they before the throne of

God.” (Rev. vii. 14, 15.)

“On earth they sought the Saviour's grace,

On earth they loved His name;

And now they see His blessed face,

And stand before the Lamb.”

Dear children, are your hearts in concert with

the songs of heaven? or would those rapturous

strains fall powerless upon your heart and strange

upon your ears? If so, remember there are groans

in eternity as well as songs; and that those who

prefer not the songs of heaven must know the

groans of the lost. But while I speak thus, "I

would rather point you to Jesus, as the door of

entrance into this home of song, as well as the

leader of the song itself. He can tune your heart

to its joys. He can do it now. Give your hearts

to Him to be thus tuned. He groaned, that you

might sing; He wept, that you might rejoice; He

died, that you might live. Oh believe in Him

Fly for shelter to His precious blood. Then you

will be able to sing of grace here, and of glory in

the home of song above, whenever it may be the

Lord's will to take you to Himself, or Jesus Him

self shall come to change your vile bodies into the

likeness of His own glorious body. Here, it will

be as “songs in the night;” but there, as the

blessed melody of eternal day.

“There shall you see His face,

And never, never sin ;

There from the rivers of His grace

Drink endless pleasures in.”
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THE PRODIGAL’S RESOLVE.

“I PERISH with hunger,” the prodigal cried,

“At home there's enough and to spare;

I will go to my father, and quickly I’ll go,

My heart doth so long to be there.

“Far country, farewell! ye husks, and ye swine,

Companions, and harlots, adieu !

I fly from you all, and myself I abhor,

So long to have herded with you!

“Enchained and led captive I madly careered

In the pathway of folly and sin;

But ye paid me with misery, hunger, and rags,

Oh, sad is the state I am in

“I fly from you all, to my long-lost, loved home,

My father awaiteth me there;

Subdued, and repenting, his pardon I'll crave,

He may, yes! he will, hear my prayer.

“And if but a servant in that happy place

My lot it may henceforth to be;

How blest my position' Far country, farewell!

From your husks and your hunger I flee!”

But no ! as a son he was welcomed at home,

Accepted, beloved, and forgiven;

“The lost one was found, the dead was alive,

And loud was the music of heaven,
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THE HOME OF PIENTY.

“I PERISH with hunger!” Such, you know, dear

children, was the piteous complaint of the prodigal

son, whose sad withdrawal from the father's house,

and happy return to it afterwards, are recorded in

the 15th chapter of Luke's Gospel.

“I perish with hunger!” Oh, what a sad object

to contemplate And where was he thus perish

ing with hunger? In the “far country;” and

this, you know, answers to the world, even as the

father's house does to heaven. The one is the

home of plenty; the other the home of scarcity—

the “far country.” There he was in want. There

he would fain have eaten the husks which the

swine did eat, but no man gave unto him.

“I perish with hunger!” Such is the cry of

many, even now, as it regards the necessaries of

this life. Look at the many poor beggars, who go

about our streets soliciting the alms of the passers

by; and see the many, many barefooted little

girls and boys, who roam about our towns and

cities in quest of food, wherewith to appease the

cravings of hunger. And why this want and

distress? Ah! sometimes it is occasioned by the

wickedness of parents, who spend their earnings

in gratifying their sinful desires, and leave nothing

to expend in food and clothing; and sometimes it

is brought on by adverse circumstances, over

which there could be no control. But whether
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the one or the other, still it proves want to exist;

and further proves, and that most plainly, that this

world is far from being a home of plenty.

Have you not read, dear children, the parable

of the rich man and Lazarus, recorded in the 16th

chapter of Luke's Gospel? How, though Lazarus

was one who greatly feared God, he was yet a poor

man, very poor, desiring to be fed with the crumbs

that fell from the rich man’s table 2 how he soon

exchanged his poverty for the fulness and blessed

ness of Abraham's bosom ; while he who had found

a home of plenty here, could not command so

much as a drop of water to cool his tongue? Oh

yes, you have often read it, or heard it read; and

you have at such times said to yourselves, “Ah, I

would sooner be that poor man, with all his sores

and poverty, than that rich man, with all his

plenty.” To be sure you would; for what is it to

be poor here, if, believing in Jesus, we are on our

way to the home of plenty above 2 Not with any

uncertainty as to whether we shall ever reach it,

but with the certainty that faith affords; for those

who are Christ's are there in spirit already.

But not only is there temporal poverty here in

the world; there is also spiritual need.

“I perish with hunger!” This, as I have said,

is the cry of the far country. Yet not the cry

of one who is happy there. It is the cry of the

awakened sinner, when viewing his own wretched

ness, and distance from God, and thinking of the

joys of heaven, and the blessedness of the Father's
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house. It tells, by its very accents, that the

Spirit of God has been working in the soul, pro

ducing this state of feeling. But Jesus meets

that cry. He who is the blessed earnest of the

home of plenty—He who is the “bread of life,” of

whom he that eateth shall never hunger or thirst

again—He meets it, and gives the satisfying por

tion to the soul, even Himself.

Have you thus proved the insufficiency of earth

to meet the deep desires of your soul, making you

cry out, in conscious need, “I perish with hunger?”

For, remember, there is great blessedness con

nected with spiritual hungering. Listen to the

words of Jesus, “Blessed are they which do hun

ger and thirst after righteousness: for they shall

be filled.” (Matt. v. 6.) Yes, hungering after

God's righteousness is a hungering which God

delights to see; and which He delights to satisfy

also.

Thus David of old hungered. Spiritually, this

world was to him a dry and thirsty land where no

water was; and hence he says in the 42nd Psalm,

“As the hart panteth after the water-brooks, so

panteth my soul after thee, O God.” He also

compares this world to a “waste howling wilder

ness,” and, addressing God with holy boldness,

says, “As for me, I will behold thy face in right

eousness: I shall be satisfied, when I awake, with

thy likeness.” (Ps. xvii. 15.) Oh, it is a blessed

thing to have spiritual hungerings. Some hunger

for wealth, some for applause, and some for plea
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sure; but infinitely better it is to be able to say

with David, “My soul waiteth for the Lord more

than they that watch for the morning: I say, more

than they that watch for the morning.” (Ps. cxxx. 6.)

Thus you see, dear children, that, whether we

look at the world spiritually or naturally, in neither

view is it a home of plenty.

But there is a home of plenty, where the crav

ings of hunger will never be known. Here, many

of God's children know what these are. Paul

knew what these were, yet he did not complain, but

was enabled to say, “I have learned, in whatso

ever state I am, therewith to be content; I know

both how to be abased, and I know how to abound:

everywhere and in all things I am instructed both

to be full and to be hungry, both to abound and

to suffer need.” (Phil. iv. 12.) Some dear child

who may read this may be in circumstances of

poverty, and may often know what it is to want

bread. Well, if he be a Christian, he may count

upon the promise of God, that all his need shall be

supplied, and with joy look forward to the time

when hungering and thirsting will be all over; for

he is hastening to the home of plenty above, where

God tells us, “They shall hunger no more, neither

thirst any more; neither shall the sun light on

them, nor any heat. For the Lamb which is in the

midst of the throne shall feed them, and shall

lead them unto living fountains of waters: and God

shall wipe away all tears from their eyes.” (Rev.

vii. 16, 17.)
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That is the home of plenty. Infinite satisfaction

is there. No lack, no scarcity. There, is the land

which was faintly shadowed forth by the promised

inheritance—“a land flowing with milk and honey.”

Never shall the cry be heard there, “I perish with

hunger.” Temporal need shall have all passed

away. Spiritual hungerings shall have all been

met; and those who have believed in Jesus, made

kings and priests unto God for ever. Grace shall

there end in glory; and Christ shall see of the tra

vail of His soul, and, not only Himself, but all in

that happy, holy circle, shall be eternally satisfied.

THE STRAYING LAMIB.

(Read John x.)

A LITTLE lamb went straying

Among the hills one day,

Leaving its faithful shepherd

Because it loved to stray;

And while the sun shone brightly,

It knew no thought of fear,

For flowers around were blooming,

And balmy was the air.

But night came over quickly,

The hollow breezes blew,

The sun soon ceased its shining,

All dark and dismal grew.
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The little lamb stood bleating,

As well indeed it might!

So far from home and shepherd,

And on so dark a night.

But ah, the faithful shepherd

Soon missed the little thing,

And onward went to seek it,

And home again to bring.

He sought on hill, in valley,

And called it by its name—

He sought, nor ceased his seeking,

Until he found his lamb.

Then, to his gentle bosom,”

The little lamb he pressed;

And as he bore it homeward,

He fondly it caressed.

The little lamb was happy

To find itself secure;

The shepherd, too, was joyful

Because his lamb he bore.

And now, dear little children,

There’s a Shepherd up on high,

Who came to seek the straying,

Who all deserved to die:

For sin each lamb had ruined,

And far from God had led ;

But oh, what love unbounded,

He suffered in their stead
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And won't you love that Shepherd,

So gentle, and so good?

Who, that you might be happy

Let sinners shed His blood;

And who now sits in heaven,

Inviting all to come,

And take His free salvation,

And share His glorious home.

THE HOME OF GLORY.

WHAT a charm there is, dear children, in the word

glory. How it captivates the mind. Under its

influence the soldier seeks the battle-field, the

statesman the council-chamber, and the philoso

pher the study. To purchase it, dangers are often

encountered, and death itself braved; for the more

the peril, the greater the glory resulting there

from. Yes, man loves glory, and pants for fame,

and almost worships his fellow whose brow is

encircled with the halo thereof, however won, or

however used. It might have been gained through

seas of blood, and hosts of dangers, or by subtilty

and deceit; and being won, might be used simply

to aggrandize and exalt himself. Still men reve

rence him, and place him high in the scale of respect

and attention; for, according to Psalm xlix. 18,

“Men will praise thee when thou doest well to

thyself.” This is man's glory. And who does not



THE HOME OF GLORY. 33

naturally seek it? Who is satisfied with a mean

place; or who is content to remain low and un

observed 2

Well, God would have His children seek for

glory too. Yes, glory and honour both He sets

before them; but not such as this world yields,

which are in His sight no glory or honour at all.

Jesus, the expression of the Father, sought them

not; nor did He seek the company of such as

had them. He was not a rich man, or a man in

authority, when He became flesh and dwelt

amongst us. No, “the foxes have holes, and the

birds of the air have nests; but the Son of man had

not where to lay His head.” Neither would He

accept man's honour, when man would have thrust

it upon Him. He sought only the honour of His

Father, and the glory which cometh from above.

Hence, when men would have made Him a king,

He escaped from them. And when Satan, showing

Him all the glories of this world and the king

doms thereof, offered Him the whole, He simply

rejected the gift. No, He came not to be minis

tered unto, but to minister, and to give “His life

a ransom for many.”

Man, consequently, could not understand Him.

“The world knew him not.” (John i. 10.) His

actings were so contrary to all their thoughts and

ways, that they were continually misunderstand

ing Him, and wrongly interpreting what He said

and did; while those only who knew Him—“the

little flock” of whom He spake, could see in this

C
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lowly, unselfish one the Christ of God—“the

Lamb of God which taketh away the sin of the

World.”

And as it was with Him, so it will be with His

followers. The world knows them not, even as it

knew Him not. They know that “all that is in

the world, the lust of the flesh, and the lust of the

eyes, and the pride of life, is not of the Father, but

is of the world. And the world passeth away, and

the lust thereof; but he that doeth the will of

God abideth for ever” (1 John ii. 16, 17); and

knowing all this, and believing it, they set their

affections on things which are above; in other

words, they are occupied with the glories of the

home of glory, where Jesus, the “King of glory,”

is now crowned with glory and honour. Jesus,

who, as the Captain of salvation, is now bringing

many sons unto glory, by and by to present them

before the throne of His glory with exceeding

great joy.

There are two kinds of glory, dear children:

moral, that is, that which has to do with the mind;

and visible, that is, that which may be seen. The

first can only be appreciated by paying deep

attention to the object possessing it; but the

other at once dazzles the eye of the most careless

observer. I hope you will endeavour to under

stand this, dear reader. Now the glory of the

Son of God upon the earth was a moral glory, only

recognised by faith. In the eyes of those who

had not faith, He had “no beauty, that they
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should desire him.” Yet it was glory. And John

could say, “We beheld his glory,” simply because

he had faith to discern it. But the glory of the

Son of God in heaven is not only moral, but visible

glory. There He sits on the throne of His glory,

and has upon His head crowns of glory, and

receives the worship of heaven as the “King of

glory,” the Lamb who had been slain.

The gospel also is called “glorious,” because it

opens up the glories of the grace of God. Yet

none but he who receives the gospel can know its

glory, because it is a moral glory, and cannot be

seen; and the poor and unbelieving world only

knows what it can see. Even the poorest Chris

tian is invested with glory, because believing in

Jesus makes one a child of glory, an heir of

heaven. Think of that. A child of God, although

even a beggar, is invested with more glory than

the greatest monarch upon the throne; for Jesus,

speaking to His Father, in the seventeenth chapter

of John's Gospel, says, “The glory which thou

gavest me, I have given them ’’ (ver. 22).

Oh, dear children, has the glorious gospel shone

into your hearts, to give the light of the know

ledge of the glory of God, in the face of Jesus

Christ? If not, Satan, the god of this world, is

blinding your eyes; and unless you flee to Jesus,

you will be lost for ever.

But some of you have fled to Jesus. You know

the glory of the gospel, and the excellence of the

knowledge of Christ. You are heirs of heaven,
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and expectants of the home of glory. Words

cannot tell your blessing—eternity alone can ex

press it. Yours is moral glory now, and yours

will be a visible glory by and by. A Solomon, in

all his glory, was but a faint expression of what

you will be. And why all this glory? Because

you are a believer in Jesus, a child of God; and

if a child, then an heir of God, and joint-heir with

Jesus Christ. Oh what a destiny is yours! To

shine brighter than the angels, and to live nearer

the throne than they. And all the purchase of

the Saviour's precious blood. To this you owe

your present position, and your future prospects.

Come, then, let us join in saying, “Thanks be unto

God for His unspeakable gift.”

But one word in closing. See, dear young

Christian, that, having all this we have spoken of,

see to it that you walk worthy of the high voca

tion wherewith you are called, and worthy of the

glory to which you are predestined. The Lord

abundantly bless you, and enable you often to

think, with much delight, of that home of glory,

whither the blessed Lord Jesus is bringing you;

for

“What will it be to dwell above,

And with the Lord of glory reign,

Since the sweet earnest of His love

So brightens all this dreary plain f

No heart can think, no tongue explain,

What joy 'twill be with Christ to reign.”
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HOME.

“A house not made with hands.”—2 CoR. v. 1.

“WHERE is your home?” I asked a child.

“Sir, I have no earthly home;

Both my parents God has taken,

I a little orphan roam;

But ere father dear departed,

He would speak of rest on high;

And he said that he was going

To a home above the sky.

“Meet me there,’ he said, and kissed me,

‘Look to Christ, in Him believe;

Meet me there, you will, most surely,

If the Saviour you receive.”

Then he prayed, his prayer is answered,

Christ is mine, His name I bear;

Now I often seem to hear him

Sweetly saying, “Meet me there.”

“There’s my home, I want no other;

Centred there is all I love;

There's my Saviour, father, mother,

All, all in the home above.

Oft I dream of its bright glories,

Of its walls and streets so fair;

And my heart will often answer,

“Father, I shall soon be there.’”
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THE HOME OF LIGHT.

“TRULY the light is sweet, and a pleasant thing it

is for the eyes to behold the sun.” (Eccles. xi. 7.)

This is what Solomon, the wise son of David, said

many hundred years ago. And very true it is, is it

not, dear children? Fancy the world without light,

as it was of old, when darkness was upon the face

of the deep. Oh, how dreadful it would be! Groping

... our way amid the blackness around us. It would

be terrible, would it not? Even the dull, dark

winter is not much loved by children, though some

days, even then, we get a peep of the sun. Children

in general love the bright smiling summer best.

Yes, my little readers, you love to roam among the

hills; to wander through the meadows; to gather

the pretty flowers which everywhere strew your

pathway; and to listen to the merry songs of the

beautiful birds, with plumage sparkling in the rays

of the sun. You love to play in the hayfield, and

to see the ripe, golden corn fall before the reaper's

sickle. Oh, yes, this is what you love. Light is

indeed sweet to you, and a pleasant thing it is for

your eyes to behold the sun.

And who made the light, and called the sun into

being? Who, when darkness was upon the face of

the great, wide deep, said, “Let there be light”? It

was God. And God is “light.” (1 John i. 5.) Yes, not

only is it declared that “God is love,” (1 John iv. 8,)

but also that “God is light.” Did you ever think
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of this, dear children, that God is light? That

there could be no light, spiritual or natural, without

God? He alone can give light, or cause darkness.

And God has often punished men with darkness

for their hardness of heart against Him. You re

member the darkness with which He covered Egypt,

when Pharaoh refused to let the children of Israel

go. It is recorded of it, that it was “even dark

ness which may be felt.” (Exod. x. 21.) And did

it not make them sad? Oh, yes; for it is written

that “they saw not one another, neither rose any

from his place for three days” (ver. 23). What a

sore punishment it must have been.

You also remember another instance of darkness

coming over the earth, when, according to nature,

the sun should have been shining in all its loveliness.

Ah, that was when the blessed Lord Jesus was, by

wicked hands, nailed to the cross; that climax of

man's sin—that height of man's daring ! Jesus, the

holy Son of God, expiring upon the cross! “From

the sixth to the ninth hour,” we read, “there was

darkness over all the earth.” (Luke xxiii. 44.)

Man, the willing instrument of the powers of dark

ness, sought to put out God's light at the cross: for

Jesus was “the Light of the world,” shining in the

midst of its darkness, revealing the grace and love

of God His Father, and declaring His mercy to the

vilest and most wretched. But men heeded Him

not—would not listen to Him, till at last their

malice rose to such a height as to put Him to death.

Itſwas indeed “the hour and power of darkness.”

(Luke xxii. 53.)
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But this darkness was only an emblem of the

darkness of the souls of men. Sin and darkness go

together on the one hand, and light and holiness on

the other. Satan is the head of the “rulers of the

darkness of this world” (Eph. i. 12), and Jesus is

the “true Light.” (John i. 9.) Every soul is dark

when in a state of nature, that is, until that heart

loves Jesus, and so partaking of His light, is made

“light in the Lord.” Nowhere else is there light but

in God and His Son, the Lord Jesus Christ. It is in

the face of Jesus Christ that all God’s light and

glory are reflected. Hence the little hymn says—

“Would we view God's brightest glory,

We must look in Jesus’ face.”

And hence, when John is speaking of His advent

into the world, he says, “We beheld His glory,

the glory as of the only begotten of the Father,

full of grace and truth.” God is revealed in Jesus,

and all who love Jesus are made the “children of

light,”—“sometimes darkness, but now light in the

Lord.” (Eph. v. 8.) Nothing can be more opposite

than darkness and light: so nothing is more opposite

than a believer and an unbeliever. The one is a

child “of the night,” the other “of the day.” Of the

one it is said, “The way of the wicked is as dark

ness” (Prov. iv. 19); of the other, “The path of the

just is as the shining light, that shineth more and

more unto the perfect day” (ver. 18).

Dear child, are you in nature's darkness, or has

God, who commanded the light to shine out of
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darkness, shined into your heart, to give the light

of the knowledge of the glory of God, in the face

of Jesus Christ? If so, you are not only made a

child of the day, but also “meet to be a partaker of

the inheritance of the saints in light.” That is,

made fit. No one can make himself meet. It is

Jesus who must do it all, from first to last. Jesus,

who is now preparing mansions for those who love

Him in the home of light above.

And oh, what a home that is Glorious beyond

description; happy beyond conception. All that

God can make it, all that man can desire; in the

beautiful words of Scripture, “having the glory of

God.”

But, perhaps, among all the descriptions of that

home, there is none more significant than this—

“And there shall be no night there.” (Rev. xxi.

25.) And this is thrice repeated, “No night there.”

You will recollect, that after Judas had determined

to betray his Master, he left the company of his

fellow-disciples, with Jesus in their midst, and went

out; and it is added, “It was night.” (John xiii.

30.) It was indeed a dark scene, Jesus humbled,

Jesus betrayed. But there is no humbled Jesus

in heaven. There we see Him “crowned with

glory and honour.” When John saw Him, even in

Patmos, He had a “countenance which was as the

sun shining in his strength.” And such is Jesus

now. Oh, to see Him! But oh, infinitely better, to

be made like Him! And this all who are children

of the light and of the day will be. It is this fact
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that endears the home of light to our souls. “We

shall be like Him, for we shall see Him as He is.”

Yes, there shall be no night there. Tossed upon

beds of affliction, here we may be watching for the

morning—but there shall be no night there. Want,

and distress, and infirmity, may be ours here; but

there shall be no night there. Rejoice then, dear

young Christian, that this home is yours—yours in

virtue of what Jesus has done; that same Jesus

who will soon come and take you to Himself, “that

where He is, there you may be also.”

“There, in celestial strains,

Enraptured myriads sing;

There, love in every bosom reigns,

For God Himself is King.”

THE HOME PREPARED ABOVE.

'Tis all prepared above the sky—

The harp, the robe, the song,

For those who love the Saviour’s name,

And for His coming long.

'Tis all prepared by love divine.

Eternally secure,

To all who, resting on the blood,

Have made their titles sure.

Have you the title, children dear?

Are you, through grace, forgiven P

Are you by Jesus' precious blood

Made meet to go to heaven?



THE HOME OF LOWE. 43

No other way to heaven is found

But by the Saviour's blood;

'Tis that alone which saves the soul,

And brings it near to God. ,

THE HOME OF LOWE.

Do your father and mother love you, dear young

readers? If such you have, I trust they do. Some

dear children are left in the world orphans, having

no father or mother to love them. And some

children who have parents are not loved by them

as they should be. Oh, it is a painful sight to

see dear little ones not loved by their parents.

But although so painful, I am sorry to say there

are such sights. You will remember, perhaps,

that God, when speaking of His ancient people

the Jews, says, “Can a woman forget her sucking

child?” and then, answering the question Himself,

continues, “yea, she may forget.” (Isa. xlix. 15.)

Oh, does not this tell us, that we are in an unloving

World 2

But supposing your parents love you; do your

brothers and sisters? And do they love you at all

times? Have they never made you cry by their

unkindness? and have you never made them cry

by yours? Ah, seldom is there a home quite free

from tears. And seldom is there a home where

love makes its constant abode. It may visit, and

that often; but seldom is it a constant guest.
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But I am anxious to tell you of a home of con

tinued, unfaltering love; where unkindness is never

shown, and tears never flow; where love does not

visit, but dwells, and reigns supreme. And this

home is in heaven. It is the dwelling-place of

God, and “God is love.” (John iv. 16.) It is the

home, too, of Jesus. And Jesus does not want to

enjoy this home alone. His loving heart yearns

that others may enjoy it too. And for this pur

pose He left His happy home, and came into this

world, that He might pay the debt due to the jus

tice of God for sin upon the cross. And now,

having died the “just for the unjust” (1 Peter iii.

18), having “put away sin by the sacrifice of Him

self” (Heb. ix. 26), He is gone back again to the

home of His Father, there to await the blessed

issue of His death for sinners. And Jesus will not

be disappointed. You know we read in the fifty

third chapter of Isaiah, “He shall see of the

travail of His soul and be satisfied.” And who,

think you, dear children, will be those who will

dwell with Jesus, and so satisfy His loving heart?

Poor sinners, who have fled for refuge to Him. They

are the objects of His love. Not because they are

better than others; but because the Father has

drawn them to Jesus, so that they believe in Him

and love Him with a hearty love. All such shall

dwell with Him in the home of love for ever; and

many a dear child shall be among the number.

And would you not like to be there, dear reader,

where there is no scolding—no naughty tempers to
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be corrected—and no unkindness to forgive? I

know you would. Oh then believe in the name of

the only begotten of the Father—the blessed Lord

Jesus Christ. Go to Him now. Open up your

naughty, sinful heart to Him. Tell Him how

naughty and sinful it is; and in thus confessing

your sin to Jesus, you will receive from Him for

giveness. He will love you, and you will be

loved of the Father; and by and by you shall be

taken to the home of love, to sing with all the

loved ones the song of love for ever. Yes, dear

child, believing on the Lord Jesus you will be

able, even here, to sing, in the language of the

hymn—

“Up to my Father's house I go,

To that sweet home of love;

Many the mansions that are found

Where Jesus dwells above.

“To all His ransomed ones He'll give,

(To me amongst the rest)

With Him to dwell, with Him to reign,

With Him for ever blest.”

º

WHY DID JESUS DIE 2

OH why did Jesus leave His home

Above the bright blue sky,

And all the joy and transports there,

To come to earth to die?
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'Twas love, pure love, which brought Him from

Above the bright blue sky;

'Twas love, pure love, which made Him come

To suffer, bleed, and die.

And now He's gone, and lives again

Above the bright blue sky;

And all who taste His saving grace

Shall live with Him on high.

Oh, blessed home of endless rest |

Sweet home of peace and joy!

How loud will be the song of praise

Above the bright blue sky!

THE HOME OF PEACE.

Most of you know, dear readers, that there are

many kinds of peace. There is what we may call

an outward peace, that is, when there is nothing

to disturb us in our every-day circumstances; and

there is an inward peace, that is, peace in one's

soul. Both of these are desirable; but peace in

one's soul is above all else important.

And then there is man's peace, and there is

God's peace. And these are very different from

each other. Man's peace is not what it professes

to be; for the Scriptures tell us, that man will cry

“Peace,” even on the eve of destruction (1 Thess.

v. 3); and again, that “there is no peace, saith

my God, to the wicked.” (Isa. xlviii. 22.) Hence
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man as man does not know what peace is, until

he knows the “God of peace.” (Phil. iv. 9.) And

hence the world is far from peace and happiness.

Is it not so, dear children? Look around you

and see the confusion and disorder which obtain.

View the strife and contention which are every

where abounding. Ah! man's heart is, according

to the language of God’s word, “like the troubled

sea when it cannot rest, whose waters cast up mire

and dirt.” (Isa. lvii. 20.)

The earth, too, is full of violence. As it was of

old, when “God saw the wickedness of man that

it was great” (Gen. vi.), so is it now. The world

does not grow better, but gets “worse and worse,

deceiving and being deceived.” (2 Tim. iii. 13.)

Have you not heard, dear children, of the ter.

rible wars which have of late been raging in

different parts of the world? Thousands upon

thousands have been slain, leaving multitudes of

little ones fatherless and orphans. Even the reports

of these things have been truly distressing.

Not only is man at war with his fellow-man, but

every one who does not love Jesus is at war against

his Maker. Is not that a sad thought? Yes, at

war against God! For “the fool hath said in his

heart, There is no God.” (Ps. xiv. 1.) That is, if

he could have his own way, there should be no God.

Oh what a sinful world, what a distracted world,

is that in which we live! And sin, sin has done it

all. For where sin is, there is confusion and every

evil work.
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But, dear children, I can point you to a scene

the reverse of all this; to a world of joy—a home

of peace above, where strife is unknown, and con

tention never can come; where peace flows like a

river, where the God of peace smiles, the Prince

of peace reigns, and the sons of peace rejoice;

where there are no outward circumstances to de

press, and no inward feelings to deplore, but where

all is emphatically and eternally peace.

But I want you, dear children, to have an earnest

of this peace now. In some measure every one who

knows Jesus as his Saviour has it, even in this

world. Even as Jesus has promised, “These things

I have spoken unto you, that in me ye might have

peace.” (John xvi. 33.) Precious thought, is it

not ? Like Jesus in the tempestuous storm, sleep

ing on quietly and peacefully, and awakened only

to quiet the fears of others. Oh, if there be an

object in this world to be envied, it is a peaceful,

happy Christian

“But, alas!” I fancy some dear little child

tremblingly saying, “Alas, I am not a Christian l’”

What! Can that be true? Not a Christian |

Think what this involves, dear child. Alienation

from God, and companionship with evil spirits;

sorrow here, and eternal misery hereafter. Of

what purpose is it to you that there is a home of

peace above, when you choose not to enter it? Of

what purpose is it to you that we speak of its joys,

when you prefer them not? And why? Are you

not welcome 2 Oh yes, Jesus says, “Come.” Are
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you too unworthy? Oh, no! “Whosoever will,

it him come.” Come, then, dear child. It may

be true that up to this very moment you may not

have been a Christian; but now look to Jesus,

believe in Jesus, trust the preciousness of His

blood, and then evermore you will be His. Peace

will be yours; peace which the world can neither

give nor take away; that peace which the Scripture

calls “the peace of God which passeth all under

standing.” (Phil. iv. 7.)

And then, in addition to having this blessed

peace in your souls now, in addition to your know

ing Christ, who is “our peace” (Eph. ii. 14), you

will have the certainty of soon enjoying the home

of peace above. You can then speak of it as your

home, and can think of it as your inheritance,

in common with all the saints. What a blessed

circle will meet there ! Come, then, dear child,

cast in your lot with the people of God; and

though it may bring with it the loss of some

things, you will be more than recompensed, even

here in this world; and as to the next, it is true

what the hymn says—

“There shall all clouds depart,

The wilderness shall cease,

And sweetly shall each gladdened heart

Enjoy eternal peace.”
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UP IN HEAVEN.

A DIALOGUE.

“MoTHER, and may I hope to be

Like Jesus, up in heaven?”

“Yes, dear, that honour, great indeed!

Can to a child be given.”

“And how, dear mother, could I be

Like Jesus, up in heaven?”

“By trusting to His precious blood,

Through which all sin’s forgiven.”

“And when, dear mother, should I be e

Like Jesus, up in heaven P”

“When the sweet words, “Up hither come,’

By Jesus shall be given.”

“How can I know that I should be

Like Jesus, up in heaven?”

“Because He is in glory, and

The Spirit has been given.

“Jesus has still the loving heart

As when He came to die.

Believe in Him, accept His grace,

And to His bosom fly.

“And, oh, you’ll be a happy child

When sin has been forgiven;

But happier far when you shall be,

Like Jesus, up in heaven!”
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THE HOME OF JOY.

SoME time ago, dear children, I was requested to

visit the residence of one I greatly loved, who was

fast sinking in consumption—rapidly hastening to

another world. The purpose of my visit was to

take a last farewell of the one thus languishing,

near and dear to me. Others were there for a

like object when I arrived. One by one we were

admitted into the chamber of the dying one. A last

adieu and a farewell kiss was given and received.

The one thus near her end was a mother; and she

was about to leave two dear little girls to the single

care of her husband. She had given them up to

the Lord, for she was a Christian. But ah! nature

felt the pang of parting. We all felt it. And

although assured we should meet her again in

glory, yet still the burning tears trickled down our

cheeks at the prospect of being severed, even for a

time, from one so beloved. Oh, what a home of

tears was that! Oh, what a scene of sorrow and

distress! -

But this is by no means a singular circumstance.

How often we see the closed shutters and drawn

curtains, telling us that “death is here.” How

often we see the mourners going about the streets

in sable attire. Ah! all this tells us that, as yet,

this world is no home of joy.

And often, when visiting the hospital and in

firmary, do we see the long rows of beds on which
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recline the victims of disease and suffering. And

in our daily walks, what misery, want, and wretch

edness we meet with; telling us, again and again,

that this is no home of joy, or abode of blessed

IneSS.

But there is a home of joy; sweet, precious

thought ! There is a home of joy, but not below.

“Joy is a plant that will not grow

On nature's barren soil.”

So the little hymn declares, and such is the ex

perience of all the children of Adam downwards.

What does David say? “I shall be satisfied,

when I awake, with thy likeness.” (Ps. xvii. 15.)

And why? Because “in thy presence is fulness

of joy.” (Ps. xvi. 11.) This world to David,

though a king, was but a chequered scene. But

he looked forward to being in the presence of God,

for the attainment of that which he panted for,

namely, joy.

Have you ever read, dear young readers, the

description of this home of joy.” Of its golden

street, its jasper walls, its pearly gate, its crystal

stream, its ceaseless songs, and its happy multi

tudes? If not, take your Bibles, and turn to the

twenty-first and twenty-second chapters of the

book of Revelation, and you can there read all that

I have said, and more; for these things of them

selves could never constitute a home of joy. The

great secret is this, that Jesus is there—He, “who

for the joy that was set before Him, endured the
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cross, despising the shame, and is set down at the

right hand of the throne of God.” (Heb. xii. 2.)

Yes, Jesus is there, as we read in the description

of this blessed home, “The LAMB is the light

thereof.” (Rev. xxi. 23.) Do not your little hearts

beat at the thought of such a home of joy.”

But stop. This home of joy is a prepared place

for a prepared people. And what is the prepara

tion needed for it? Simply this, “Believe on the

Lord Jesus Christ.” (Acts xvi. 31.) This is the

only preparation which makes us meet for “the

inheritance of the saints in light.” (Col. i. 12.)

Are you thus prepared, dear young reader 2

The blessed Jesus is being believed on by many

and many a dear child; and not a few are already

gathered to their home of joy. Soon the happy

number will be complete, and then the door of

entrance to this blissful home will be closed. When

that is once done, no sweet voice will be heard

again, saying, “Enter into the joy of thy Lord; ”

but the terrible sounds of “Depart, ye cursed?”

Dearest children, the good news that it is my

privilege again to tell you is, that in this home of

joy there is a place offered you. Will you accept

it? “Yet there is room.” Come then—come all

of you. Be companions on your way thither, and

sing as you journey on—

“I have a home above,

From sin and sorrow free ;

A mansion which eternal love

Designed and formed for me.
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The Father's gracious hand

IIas built this blest abode;

From everlasting it was planned,

The dwelling-place of God.”

NEARING THE GLORY.

To glory I’m going, “farewell!”

I am hasting to heaven above;

But ere I depart, let me tell

Once more the sweet story of love.

That story so blessedly sweet

That time it can never impair,

Of all the bright glories which meet

In Jesus, whose favour I share.

He came from the glory to die,

Sin's debt, so amazing, to pay;

By grace I believe it, and I

Shall rise to the mansions of day.

But oh I want others to come,

Dear companions in glory to be,

And Jesus says, “Yet there is room /*

He is calling—is calling to thee.

He asks thee “to-day” to believe,

He asks thee “to-day” to comply,

He bids thee look to Him and live;

Then why will you, why will you die?
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The same precious love I have known,

As freely is offered to thee;

Believe Him, and make it thy own,

And haste on to glory with me!

THE HOME OF MEETING.

OH how sweet is the thought of meeting—meeting

with those we love, whose absence we have mourned

over, and whose faces we have longed once more to

behold! How we count the moments, and long for

the time to arrive which will find us in the embrace

of affection, and the presence of those to whom we

are tenderly attached! How the child at school

longs for the holidays to come round, in order that

he may return once more to his parents and compa

nions. How the sailor-boy, in distant seas, longs for

the homeward voyage, in the hope of soon getting a

glimpse of home, nay more, of again mingling in its

happy throng. And how the traveller, leaving his

home and family for foreign climes, thinks of his

wife and little ones left far behind, and yearns

to return again, to delight himself in their sweet

company. And, above all, how the Christian,

stretched upon the bed of death, waits with longing

desire to be “absent from the body and present

with the Lord,”—to exchange this world of sepa

ration and sorrow, for the delightful home of meet

ing above.
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This world is, you know, dear children, a world

of change and separations. It has ever been so.

Man, when first created, was, so to speak, linked

with God, and had happy, constant intercourse with

Him. But, wonderful to say, man separated from his

Maker. God came to the garden as usual, in the

cool of the day, but man was not there to meet Him.

Man was estranged from God. He had sinned. He

hid himself. And separation from God was soon

followed by separation from Eden; and then the

separation from a beloved son followed, in the

murder of Abel by his brother Cain. And so it con

tinued. Death and violence having commenced their

ravages, stayed not in their career; nor have they

even now.

In the early chapters of Genesis we read, “And

the days of Adam were nine hundred and thirty

years, and he died,” and so on, in a long catalogue of

many who had lived hundreds of years, but conclud

ing, “ and he died.” One blessed example of separa

tion, without death, is recorded in the case of Enoch,

who “was not, for God took him.” (Gen. v. 24.)

Still, it was a separation, and many, doubtless,

mourned his loss. And still friend bids farewell to

friend, parents to children, and children to parents.

Even now, while reading this, dear children, your

bright eyes may glisten at the recollection of some

one dear to you, who has either passed out of this

world, or is separated from you a great distance in

it. Oh, it may even be so with many of you.

And how frequently, in the word of God, do we
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meet with experiences akin to those upon which we

are now dwelling. What bitter lamentation was

made in Israel at the death of Moses and Samuel.

And then, how deep was the distress of David, in

the prospect of being separated from his little boy,

whom he loved so dearly. (2 Sam. xii. 16–23.) And

where can words be found to speak his anguish at

the death of Absalom ? “O my son Absalom, my

son, my son Absalom would God I had died for

thee, O Absalom, my son, my son ''' Words expres

sive of feelings far more intense than his grief at the

loss of his friend Jonathan, though they were of a

deep and sorrowful character: “I am distressed for

thee, my brother Jonathan : very pleasant hast thou

been unto me: thy love to me was wonderful, passing

the love of women. How are the mighty fallen, and

the weapons of war perished!” (2 Sam. i. 26.)

And now let us turn to the New Testament, and

see if it is the same sad tale there. Ah! yes, it is. We

scarcely begin that precious portion of God's word

ere we read, “In Rama was there a voice heard,

lamentation, and weeping, and great mourning;

Rachel weeping for her children, and would not be

comforted, because they were not.” (Matt. ii. 18.)

Poor, distracted mothers! Surely they bitterly felt

that this was indeed a world of separation 1

And then you know full well the deep sorrow of

the disciples of our Lord, in the prospect of losing

their Master. He would have had them rejoice.

But, when telling them of His departure, He says,

“Because I have said these things unto yeu, Sorrow
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hath filled your heart.” Although itwas“expedient”

for them that He should go away, yet they could not

endure the thought of His so doing.

And, as it was with the Lord, so it was with

His servant Paul. Touching indeed is the record of

his last farewell to the elders of Ephesus, in the

twentieth chapter of the Acts of the Apostles:

“And they all wept sore,” it tells us, “and fell on

Paul's neck, and kissed him, sorrowing most of all

for the words which he spake, that they should see

his face no more. And they accompanied him unto

the ship” (verses 37, 38).

Many more instances could be quoted, did space

allow, of the grief of partings. But why multiply

instances? That it is a world of separation, all of

you know; and many a quiet spot in the church

yard bears witness to the fact, that

“One by one

The loved and cherished leave us.”

Often, dear reader, you may have joined in sing

ing the little hymn, beginning—

“Here we suffer grief and pain,

Here we meet to part again;”

and doubtless you have felt what you have thus far

sung. But have you ever pondered over the pre

ciousness and beauty of the following line:—

“In heaven we part no more?”

Oh that is indeed a precious line for all who know

s:
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the Lord, and have been called to mourn over dear

departed ones! “Comfort one another with these

words,” said Paul, speaking by the Holy Ghost. And

what words ! “Then we which are alive and remain

shall be caught up together with them in the clouds,

to meet the Lord in the air: and so shall we ever be

with the Lord.” (1 Thess. iv. 17, 18.) Comforting

words indeed! To be all together; yes, and with the

Lord, too, in the home of meeting above. That home

of which it is recorded, “And they shall go no more

out.” Who would not be a Christian, to have such

a prospect before him as this? for only Christians

have it. The everlasting state of the believer and

the unbeliever is marked thus. The one, “For ever

with the Lord;” the other, “Punished with ever

lasting destruction from the presence of the Lord,

and from the glory of His power” (2 Thess. i. 9);

in other words, eternal separation from the Lord.

Beloved young reader, have you the certainty of

enjoying this home? Were Jesus to come to-day,

would it be yours? Oh, it is worth having. Rest not

until by grace you are able to say, “’Tis mine.”

Myriads of happy ones are gathering there, never

to part again. No fear of separation there. No fare

well there. No absence mourned over there. Child

and parent meet there. Brother and sister are re

united there. Yes, all who have ever loved Jesus

will be there—happy there—and that for ever. Oh,

what a home of meeting that is

“In Canaan's happy land we'll meet,

To chant this glorious lay;
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Our hearts, well tuned, will sing so sweet,

Through one eternal day.

“Oh, that will be joyful

Joyful, joyful, joyful!

Oh, that will be joyful,

When we meet to part no more!

“Through one eternal day we'll sing,

And bless His sacred Name;

With ‘Hallelujahs to the King!”

And ‘Worthy is the Lamb.'

Oh, that will be joyful!” etc.

SHALL IT ALL BE MINE 2

SHALL the pearly gates be opened

To this deathless soul of mine?

Shall I bask beneath the sunlight

Of the throne of God divine 2

Shall I join the rapturous chorus?

Shall I swell the endless song?

Shall I be, through untold ages,

One of heaven's bright radiant throng?

Oh, methinks, if such my portion,

I could soar aloft to-day !

No bright dream of earthly pleasure

Should my happy soul delay:

N

.
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As on doves' soft downy pinions,

With an eagle's strength possest,

I would reach the happy haven

“Where the weary are at rest.”

Say you, “If such be my portion”?

So it is, if you rely

On the precious blood which cleanses

Sins of heinous, deepest dye.

Faith in Jesus as the Saviour

Rescuing from guilt and thrall—

Faith in Him, and in Him ONLY,

Gives the title to it ALL.
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